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ichneumon fly. And how it cheers you up when you do your
duty like that. 'Do the job that's nearest, though it's dull at
whiles.' When you feel that, you feel that you are not living in
vain. Tife is real, Life is earnest, life is not an empty dream.'
Well, good afternoon, sir, I must be off again! cThe daily
round, the common task!' So long!	[Exit.
parasite. The old murderer. Believe me, it was all I could do
not to fly at his throat! Yes, sir, I'll work too if need be, but
why should I work when somebody else has more than he can
consume? I've got initiative—but I keep it here. [Pats
stomach] I'm 'ungry, that's what I am, 'ungry, that's a pretty
stage of things, isn't it?
tramp. Anything for a piece of meat.
parasite. That's what I say. Anything for a piece of meat, and
the poor man's got nothing. It's against nature. Every one
should have enough to eat, eh? Down with work!
tramp [shaking rattle]. Poor creature, poor creature!
parasite. That's it. Every one's got a right to live.
[Rattle and chirping in reply.
MR. cricket [enters, rattling]. Here I am, my pet, here I am, my
darling. Where are you, my precious? Guess what hubby's
brought you.
ICHNEUMON FLY [behind him]. Aha!
tramp. Look out—look out!
parasite. Don't interfere, mate—don't get mixed up in it. What
must be, must be.
mr. cricket. Mummy!
ichneumon fly [kills him]. Larva, look what your kind daddy's
bringing you now.
tramp. Oh, Gawd in Heaven—'ow can you stand by and see it?
parasite. Just what I say. That's the third cricket he's had
already, and me nothing. And that's what we poor working
men are asked to put up with.
ichneumon fly [re-entering]. No, no, kiddy, I've no time. Daddy
must go back to work. Eat, eat, eat. Quiet now, Fll be back in
an hour.	[Exit.

